
CLAUDIA.
fAll tbs Year Hound. I

CnAl'TKR 1.
Ibo fray wintry day waa drawin-

ourly te ita sullen olono, and too thi k.

low-lying aloud of heavy smoke aoemed
lo drop a dingy veil between tho groat,
ugly, dirty city, with its yellow lighte,
hud the free apace of bea- en, where thc
door binn point* of tbe coioatinl lamps
akone oold and bright above tho open
fboe of tho country. It wm a vary pro-
Mk nnd hideous world which Louis
Domareaq loft behind him ia the
Bloomsbury Btreet an he opened the
door of tha groat dingy house with bia
latch-key, nnd mada hie way slowly up
tho broad staircase to tho second atory,
where bia rooma ware. Mr. Domareaq
waa no longer ye ung. Fifty years of
cure anil struggle, mao; a privation and
many a trouble had turned bia hair
while, and his face was line-!, tbin, and
.allow, though hia large dark ayes had
kept nome of the tire and aomo of the
dreaminess of youth io spite of the
sunken apacea round them and tbe fine
crow's feet in tbe corners. No one in
London led a more commonplace, toil¬
some, and monotonous existence, to out¬
ward seeming, than ba did. For twenty-
five years he bad worked at a desk in
an ellice, liaing from clerk to secretary,
earning a email weekly stipend, punctu¬
ally paid and fairly gained by bard and
conr-cientioaa work and uncomplaining
regularity of attendance. Year after
year tho silent, reserved, courteous
tuan bad taken hia seat in tbe office, aa

little known and caring aa little to give
or take confidence as if be were a mere

writing automaton, wound up to go
from 10 till 5 from Monday morning
till Saturday night. The beads of the
office, tbe fellow-clarks among whom
bo sat, and with wiwin he exchanged
ibe lieceeaary greetings and remarks
which oirility and business demanded,
knew absolutely nothing of him except
that ho lived in-street, Blooms¬
bury, and waa an intelligent, exact, and
conscientious worker.
But he bad bia other world, like tbe

rest; hia romance, bis relaxations, bis
passions, and desires, though most of
these had failed and died, and the dull
Ural of a thorny path left few glimpses
of brightness as he trod it witb patience
to the appointed end. There had been
n time when hts heart had leaped as his
hand cloaed on tbe latch which would
open and give bim his vision of home,
when home meant a smiling, dark-eyed
wife, eager to welcome him, when the
chatter of the curly-headed boy on tho
hearth with his toys had musii- in it for
tho man who was tired of the weary
routine of the lom- dull day, and when
Louis Dumaresq envied no one hi pal¬
ace iu tbat room where his household
gods were. Tee dark, kind eyes had
been many a year put away into silence;
he could hardly make bis ear exactly
repeat tba tones of tho sw.et Italian
voice, whose broken Knglish had been
so delicious to him. iiomuis had be-n
too dear for his possessing long. She
left bim too legacies : Tho one was

the curly-headed boy, a troublsoine pos¬
session enough, which he often felt had
brought him as much pain as pleasure ;
the other a picture that hung above the
mantelpiece, and which always greeted
bis eyes as he entered the room with a
sarene smile of welcome.a little piece
of sunshine, a bit of ideal beauty in the
dingy surroundings ot the prosaic Lon¬
don life, delicioua to the beauty-loving,
imaginative nature wbich it was the
business of the rest of tba day to re¬

press. It was a little Claude, the one
valuable possession poor Gemma had
brought into her husband's home, an
heirloom from an artistic family.
Whan Louis Dumaresq waa twenty-

one, the eon of a rich banker, brought
up to enjoy life and gratify every whim,
ha had taken a fancy to go to Rome for
nix months and study art. It was

merely a whim ; he had no intention ot
becoming an artist; he had no necessi¬
ty to ha that or anything else; but he
bad considerable turn for a dilettante,
and might have done a good deal if he
bad boen poor, and if tbe world were
lesa overatocked with talent. He
painted in tha studio of an Italian artist,
who waa aa poor aa an artist can be ex¬

cept for two priceless treasures. Tbe
ona was tbe Claude, the other his
daughter liemma, who was the prettiest
model any father could have, aud who,
consequently appeared in every one of
Signor Riccardi'a pictures under one
came or another, and who was just
eighteen, and at her prettiest, when
young Dumaresq painted at har father's
studio. (>f course he fell in love with
har, and she with him. The father en¬

couraged it with a cort of innocent
craftiueaa, tbe young Englisman being
rich and Gemma having no portion ami

nothing but blank poverty to look to.
no portion, that ia to say, but the
Claude, wbich was promised to her.
Louie Dumaresq came back next year
and the two were betrothed. They
ware married when be was twenty-three,
and he took ber borne in triumph to in¬
troduce ber to his father, a sleek, pros¬
perous banker, who was apparently as
aafe a man aa the city of London knew.
They began life as gay ly ss possible,
with visions of unlimited bliss before
them. The Claude was seat over to
Gemma when ber father died, the year
after ber marriage, when the brown-
ayed baby, wbo was ao exactly like her,
waa born.
Then came tbe storm of troubles

which after tbat beat on the poor young
things, aad destroyed all tbe fair pros¬
pects before them. Mr. Dumaresq, the
banker, absconded, and the bank col¬
lapsed with a fall that brought ruin on

hundreds of homea, and, among others,
on bia son's. From living in careless
aaaa and luxury tbey had to come to a

. couple of rooma, and he waa thankful
for hard work and a meagre clark's
salary. They were not miserable.
Gamma waa a brkght-naturad girl, and
used to tho economies and plans of pov¬
erty. Dumarseq got on by alow de¬
grees, and was respected and trusted.
It waa not long before tbey changed tho
two rooma for the iloor in the great old

iw Bloomsbury boura, which, in ita palmy
¦day's had been a fashionable gentle-Jpnan's, and still had ita relics of dingy^grandeur in carved mantel-pieces, broad,

solid staircase, and wrought-iron rail¬
ings ; and the Claude decorated the wall
above the fireplace and made its own
little center of peaceful sunshine and
beauty, which was s joy nod rest to tbe
derk when hs came in and out of the
roar and mud of the streets, keeping
alive the lamp of artistic beauty which
at one time bad aoemed to bim the load¬
star of bia destiny. Ile might hsve
made n small fortune out of the exqui¬
site picture which wss declared to be
ga absolutely perfect specimen of the
matter, but be could almost as well
have parted with tbe boy, whom he used
te hold up to see the sparkling watara
and tbe sunny sky before be could speak
plain, but not before he could scribble
with a alate-pencil witb s certain aim in
his scribblinga unusual at such s period
ot bia life, Gemma'a boy was a born
nrtiat; he had inherited it from both
sades, snd she was proud to declare that
be would ba just like her father some
day. Pumsreeq shook his bead a little
doubtfully st her prophecies, snd would
daelnre last Clemant would never do
f_BJ*t__a( in life till he loamed poners-
ftsoe. The bird ts*k-oi_tter poverty
wwi taught it to kioi, and bis strong
trill WM now pssned evan the power of

tritl-rta-o to defeat demerit odored
bte mother, sod ahs stood between him
sod his father when thors wss anything
wrong, ss there often wot. Shs wes so

sunny nod hopeful tbat shs could never
see much hons in bis constant bite of
naughtiness ; ond hs wu always a'to
tionale, sod os susy to melt into pas*
sionata repentance os to rouse into rages
or fits of childish mischief. She was a

dslarminad optimist.a bit of Italian
blue sky ond sunshine, like ber picture.
Her husband bod sn odd association of
ideas with ths two. Shs brightened tbe
dull places of his Ute with hsr blithe
hopefulness, ss lbs landscape.which
seemed to hare been dipped in southern
warmth anti sunlight.lit up tbs dingy
room snd ths foggy atmosphere, and
collected in itself a point of beauty and
radiance. Sba rested bia soul as the
Claude rested his eyes, tired of the ugly
monotony of the long business day.
But the inanimate had a durability
which the animate lacked. London
could not dim ('emma's heart, but it
could steal her strength and health ;
and, while she declared every day that
she was better and going to be well
quita Boon.unconsciously deceiving
him snd herself.death was too strong
for her, snd there esme a black night-
mars of a day which remained for tbe
rest of Louis Dumaresq's life a shud¬
dering memory of unendursble pain.
a day on which Comma's large, bright,
fevtrish ryes closed on ber little world
of love, and over which where there had
been joy snd warmth and hope despair
brooded.
He went on, to all appearance!), much

tbe same ; tbe otlice did not soc any
great difference, .or none counted his
grey hairs or noticed the lines that had
come on hia sallow forehead ; he went
and came as when Gemma had wel¬
comed bim ; he had to satisly his hun¬
gry soul as well as he could with what
she had left him.the boy and tbe pic¬
ture that bIwbjh reminded him of her
and tho sun of his Italian day*. He
dent (.'lenient to school. The boy was
lovable, with a bundled faults, and had
spark in him of a real, but wayward
genius.a very uneasy and doubtful
possession, which often means worse
than failure. He painted and designed
"wonderfully" for twelve years old,
ba everybody said, only bo' never had
the patience to make a correct copy of
anything. He played by ear, and sang
like a seraph. His father gave him. the
first time be bsd anything like s good
report at school, a little violin, on which
he soon learned to play with extraordi¬
nary facility, and to compose little wild,
quaint melodies of his own. He was

very handsome, and when he was

"good," which was s rare occurrsneo,
his father delighted in him. On such
evenings, sitting in his old easy chair
smoking, sith tbe boy opposite him,
by turns chattering and making strange
wandering music out of his little viol-n,
something like contentment came over
the tired, despondent, reserved soul of
Louis Dumaresq; bis severe looks re¬
laxed, and a trace of the old smile which
he bad givtn bis wife returned as he
looked and listened to tbe cager, clever,
dark-eyed boy. Ile bsd not much faith
in tbe lastingness of the peace and re¬

pose he felt. A deep distrust of the fu¬
ture ard a certain suspiciousness oT na¬

ture, which haunted even his love for
the boy, was always underlying the
smoothness of the surface ; but for tho
moment he was half consoled, and his
heart rested for a space from its eternal
disquiet.

Such sn evening bc remembered al¬
ways in after )ears as standing out
blight from a sombre background of
disappointment and weary monotony of
days. He came home rather early, and
found Clement in one ol' his bright, af¬
fectionate moods, which came and went
like sunshine on an April day. Ile
greeted bis father with a boyish hug ;
be had much to tell of his day at school,
snd chattered all dinner time.they had
a frugal dinner together late.with
bursts of laughter in between his sen¬

tences which were infectious, and made
Dumaresq's thin, worn face light up
into something of the gayety of youth.
In the evening Clement announced him¬
self in a " playing tit".sometimes he
could not produce a note, and would not
touch his violin; sometimes he had a

craze for art, and would not lay down
his pencil.

To-night, bb he perched on a high
stool opposite his father, with his legs
tucked under him and his violin on his
shoulder, he glanced with his great
bright, dork ejes tirst up at thc land¬
scape overhead, then at his father,
with his bow poised in his hand, ready
to begin.

..Yew are awfully fond of that pic¬
ture, dad." he said, still gazing at it.
" Yes, if you put it bo," Dumaresq

answered, smiling, as he watched the
rather ellin-looking figure through the
smoke of his pipe ; " it is moro than a

picture to me."
" Yes, 1 know. I remember when you

used to hold me up and tull me stories
about it snd about Italy. 1 shall go to

Italy si'ii.e day snd paint. It is more
than a picture to mc, too; it has told
me something. Listen, dad, I'll .show
you what it has told mu."
And dashing the bow across the

strings Clement struck into an air; his
father listened with moro than his ears;
the strange, fresh, sweet little melody
went to his heart. The boy broke ott'
suddenly.

¦- That's the picture, father; doesn't
it make you eec it? The sun on the
river, snd the pine trios snd the girls
dancing.it all dances together, the
water and tbe sunshine and the girls."
" Play it again, boy," the father said

brielly.
Hs could not have praised or ex¬

pressed any of the painful pleasure
which was swelling in his heart; it wah
impossible for him.a habit of chill
reserve and repression had grown upon
him like ice over a lake. Years of grind¬
ing work, of Iobb and failure, had made
him what he was.the worst companion
for the ardent, impulsive, hot-headed
boy that Gemma had left behind her.
Yet Louis Demaresq loved him, and
would have died for his good any mo¬
ment.

Clement played it again.
*' Do you like Hf " he asked, impa¬

tiently, when the last note ceased to
vibrate and his father still said nothing.
" It is pretty; how did it come to

you, Clem:*"
" Before you esme in I was drawing.

Look here, Bee what I did."
Hs suddenly produced s sepia sketch

and put it on his tether's knee. It wss
sn enlarged copy of the only likeness
Dumaresq had of his wife; a very poor
photograph, taken in those days before
photography was one of tbe fine arts.
Theie was incorrectness of drawing,
but Clement bsd mads s spirited like¬
ness of the pretty Italian heed, with its
toft thickness of dork, cloudy hair
standing round the thin, oval face ; the
great, deep eyes, and tbs sweet, half-
open, smiling, pathetic mouth.

His father drew 0 long breath. Hs
sst and gazed at it, and his heart beat
bo fast thst hs could not speak.
Ths boy went on : "I was trying to

moke it like tc give you, and thinking
about her, snd then I looked up sud¬
denly, and I remembered your saying
once thst she ond tbs picture msde 0
sunshine in the room when there wu
none outside, sud, os I looked ot ic,
t-omehow I seemed to hear the tune. I
.tared and stared, until I believed I
sow it oil move, ond the man thsrs in
the corner plsy on the guitar, and the

girls begin to dence sod sing. Then I
took up tbe violin snd it esme. I played
H over and over again. Do you like the
drawing, dad?"
He wss slwsys esf" -°r P.?*

snd spprovsl, but if bis father could
have apoken out his thought-!, they
would have surprised Clement by what
would have seemed an extravagance and
flattery. Aa it waa, tbe boy thought
hia father undervalued him. Instead
of putting into words what wss in his
mind, which wss that this child of theirs
was a genius, snd thst st that moment
bia father loved bim passionately, be
only said, snd it wss with sn effort
that be made even this sound at all
warm : " Yea, Clem ; yes. I like it
very much, and the tune, too. You are

a good boy ; it bas pleased me."
It was but meagre ; but bc had sel¬

dom said fo much; and the esger boy
was tatistied. for he was not used to

praise, nor often felt be deserved it.
In tbe long, silent night Pumsre

lay and thought over the curious, dainty
little melody till he knewcve.ry note by
heart.
..He is a genius.a genius," he re¬

peated with a warmth that made him
feel almost happy, ''and he has a power
of loving, too. How Gemma would have
delighted in it! "

CltArTKR II.
Alas! as Clement grew older, there

were fewer of such minutes to lighten
the gloomy days. He was not rightly
managed, but be was, perhaps, impos¬
sible to manage, with his erratic genius;
his facility for temptation, his sensuous,
impatient nature, swift to love snd to
hate, swayed here and there by every
gust of impulse. He did no good either
at the day- or boarding-school to which
be went; be fascinated bslf the boys,
and fought with tha rest; and all the
master.'-, while confessing him capable
of almost anything, united in declaring
him hopeless. When he was fifteen his
father yielded to his passionate wish to
be trained for an artist, and took him
finally from m hod. but he had not
much hope of his keeping even in this
mind, though, as bis master allowed,
few boys bi gan with so decided a
talent.one amounting almost to ge¬
nius. Dumaresq was steadily patient
with Lim, but it was a hopeless kind
of patience, and Clement felt that there
was no faith in him behind it. He
fancied there was no affection, either.
Here he was wrong; his father lovel
him, and would love him doggedly
Ihrough everything, for he hail no

charging in bim. He led exactly the
same life, going every day to his otlice,
domg his secretary work with precision,
faithfulness, and skill; always unap¬
proachably polite, snd evin kindly in
his intercourse with the men ho mot,
but as absolutely a stranger to them all
as if he bad met them yesterday; re¬

luming al his usual hour to dinner, to
in evening spent in his easy-chair, with
his books, his pipe, his silent, musing
onteniplation of the Claude which he
loved, as he had always loved it, if
llenienl were out.as he very often
tran. Tor rs he grew up he made friends,
ind loved society and gaiety as his
lather bated it.if he were at home,
Dumaresq, who was lo-ical and just,
ind keenly felt the depressing aitnos-
i»hire of tbe home wbich he could not
titer, tried hard to make it interesting
'or the lad who was shooting up fast
into a thin, handsome, delicate-looking
roung fellow, with a look of his mother
n his Italian eyes. He persuaded him
.o play when he was in the mood, or he
nterested himself in bis drawings ; he
tried not to be severe or repressive
when he talked about his amusements.
sympathizing he could not be. they were
so unlike. Clement was dull at home ;
bu staid chiefly from a compassionate
-t:ise ol bis father's loneliness sud from
a certain love which was the lingering
relic of his childhood ; but sometimes,
when one of bis melancholy and musing
[its carno upon him, he found tbe quiet
room resting and a refreshment after
he thousand sensations and emotions
which bc crowded into the days. He
lid not believe that his father loved
lim ; the father had the same profound
lisbelief in his son's affections.neither
.ould come any nearer. They wanted
he uniting touch of Gemma's sanguine
aub. in both.
As Clement grew np, and as manly

tastes and habits drove out the boyish
fancies, a sudden change came in the
relationship between them. Louis Du-
aiaresij, when scarcely more than a boy,
bad been saved from all gross sins and
temptations, not only by a fastidious
taste and a pure nature, but also by
falling in love with an inrocent, con-

liding girl. He had gradually forgotten
even the flavor of temptation, and had
hardened into disgust and contempt for
the vices of society. He tried to be
just, but it was very diilicuk for him to
"omprehend the leaning to "pleasant
sin " ; be had a woman's coldness and
purity in these things. Clement had
the southern temperament, tbe pas-
iionato weakness, which is sometimes
stronger than strength. He had the
¦orresponuing virtues which often bal-
iiico Mich natures; he was as compas¬
sionate and tender with suffering, with
little children and frail women as his
father seemed hard and cold. Kvery
>ne of this sort who came across him
idored him, every toddling baby wanted
lim to take it in bis arms; if any of his
riends were ill or in trouble he spent
himself on them. He had his mother's
left heart, none of his father's stern
.trcnglh and uprightness ; aided to this
ie had the fatal temperament of genius.
What could the poor boy do but go
wrong': It would have been almost a

miracle if he had kept .straight.
Louis Dumaresq distrusted him ; it

was his habit to do so; but he had no

proof to bring against him till he was
nore than twenty-one. He had his
itudio now, wbich be shared with two
neilds, and he was less at home than
iver. His father spent scarcely any of
his now inconsiderable salary on him¬
self; it nearly all wont to make a
painter of Clement. The young fellow
still bad let-sons, or rather painted un¬
der his old master, an artist of some
genius and a great deal of skill, a man
of the world, shrewd, kindly, and prac¬
tical. One evening this gentleman called
to see Mr. Dumaresq. Clement's father
felt that there was a storm ni the air.
His anxious mind forecast calamity; he
only waited for what he was sure was
coming. After preliminaries of at¬
tempted small talk, Mr. Kennedycleared his throat and looked uncom¬
fortable. Mr. Dumaresq glanced across
at him calmly, with an air of philoso¬phical stoicism which helpod on the
necessary communication.
" You have something to say about

Clement, I fancy 1"
" Yes. I thought I ought, as you

ire obliged to be so much away, and
ire, of course, quite unaware of his do¬
ngs. I take a great interest in him, as
iou know. He is the cleverest pupil I
:ver had, one who ought to do sonie-
.omething in life; but I sin afraid he
s going a bit wrong."

44 Yes," Dumr.reaq said coolly, ss if
ie were discussing a stranger ; ¦. snd
n what direction? You will oblige meleeply by being explicit, Mr. Kennt-
ly."

44 Well, he is neglecting his work.
Ie has half a score of pictures unfl.i-
-linl. and hardly works half a dozen
ours a week. I am afraid he has taken
p with a loose set. I fear he takes
-ore atimulsxit than he can stand, and
ou must be snare tbst neither his ex-1

citable brain nor his health can do with
that; in the evenings I hove reason to
believe be often plays in o rather objso-
tionebls concert hall, end I fsney.I nm
not tuts, but I bsve my fears.there ta
some entsnglsment with s girl who sings
lhere. I sm very sorry, very much
concerned about all this. He has such
promiis, snd 1 sm fond of the lad."
" I sm very much indebted to you

for your kindness and confidence." th*
other »*id in the ssme Isvel voice. " I
sm afraid I hsvs hot much influence,
but wbst I csn do I will. I wm fear¬
ing there wss something wrong."
" You won't be too severe on him,"

urged the good-natured, easy-going
painter, unconsciously taking the tone
of a father appealing to a judge. " There
is ao much good feeling about him, and
no one can help liking bim."

'. Tbat is just the worst of it. Feel¬
ing without principle is only another
snare. I will do my best; snd I thank
you."
As he stood up to go Mr. Kennedy

locked long at the Claude. M Vou are

lucky to have such a gem." he said
with the enthusiasm of knowledge. " It
is by far the most beautiful specimen I
bsi e seen of him. If ever you are hard
up and want to sell let mc know. Lord
Enderby would givo anything almost
for it."

" I shall never psrt with it. When
I go it may be lor sale," Mr. Dumaresq
answe ted bi icily.

'. No, Grmms," he said to himself,
D- be stood before thc hearth al me. " I
shall keep your legacy as long kr I liva ;
it may be the only thing left inc of my
old life with you some day. Your other
legacy will give me many s heartache
ye!."
Dc went out rhat very evening in some

hope of finding Clement at the studio,
where he slept occasionally, as he hail
not come home. He was not there,
however; there was nothing bot con¬

fusion and silence in the great, untidy
room, coveied with a litter of artistic
properties, uncleaned palettes, uniin-
ished sketches, tobacco pipes, and the
lay figure standing in an oatlSfBOOS at¬
titude, with a soft felt hst cocked
rakishly overone of her oyes. The vio¬
lin ca"*e was gone. This was a si^rnii-
cant fact after what Mr. Kennedy had
said. Mr. Dumaresq hesitated a few
minutes over his next step, snd decided
suddenly upon it. He went to Mr.
Kennedy's house, and sent up a note
asking for the name of the concert hill
he had mentioned. On receiving it he
tock a hansom at once, and went there.
He bad never entered such a place in
his life ; but out of the atmosphere of
smoke and bright gas and general rowdi¬
ness he took away some distinct im¬
pressions. Ono, the first that forced
itself upon him, was the individuality of
one of the singers ; hu felt, he knew not

wby, that this was the girl of whom Mr.
lioosody lad spoken. She was small,
plump anti pretty, with a cloudy fri/./,
of ge-lden hair round an almost child¬
ish.not at all bad.fsce. .She was not
in any way immodest or objectionable ;
she looked, on thu contrary, fresh to it
all and half frightened. She had a

sweet, clear voice like a lark's, worthy
of something better than the -illy comic
song, which was not, however, worse
than silly. She seemed now and then
to |lonct off tht stage ; there was an air
of consciousness shout her as if some
one were watching her. Dumaresq
knew who it was whe-n Clement came
from that direction, looking Hushed,
excited, handsome, with his violin. His
father groaned inwardly, and let his
head fall on his breast. Gemini's boy
here, and like this ! He played sn odd,
wild, eerie sort of tune, g ruing faster
and faster till it finished in s kimi of
skirl. Do was applauded, but i.,t half
as much as the pretty girl, whom the
peoplo round about called " Tillie."

Mr. Dumaresq wrote on a bit of pa¬
per tbe following words:

M I have beard j on play here to-night,
and have seen Mr. Kennedy. I must
ask you to come to-morrow evenim*, if
I do not seo you before then..L. D."

Folding this note and directing it, ho
msde his way out, and leaving the note
with the doorkeeper to give his son, he
went home. He did not put any of his
sensations into shape ; he took up this
new trouble with stern patience, as he
had accepted his others, half proud of
his power of self-control. He expected
nothing but misery in life, he told him¬
self, and nothing now could take him
by surprise ; but he meant to do what
be could for the boy, for his mother's
sake. He more than half despised him,
but there was, after all, a tenderer
thought at tbe bottom. He tried to
foster this by looking st tho sepia
sketch, which Clement had made years
ago to please him, tbat evening when
he pla! cd the little sir which ha had
christened tho " Claude," after the pic¬
ture. .' There is good in hun. thore is
goon in him," the father repeated as he
held the sketch before his eyes. " If
his ii.other had lived it might have come
to inure. 1 never could get any hold
upon him. That is part of the curse
which has been upon me since she
went."

CT-APTBR HI.
The following evening, aftcrasolifary

snd barely tasted dinner, Louis Du¬
maresq sat stern, silent, and immova¬
ble, awaiting wilh that resolute patience
with which he steele! his spirit, the
vi.-it he had demanded from his son.
The room was but dimly lighted ; his
face was in deep shadow by the picture
above his hoad, over the sunshine ot
which s sudden eclipse -oemed to have
fallen. Nine, 10, ll o'clock cune.
Durnans.' had told himself it was no

u*e; Clement meant to keep sway;
but just ss he was putting his watch
back in his pocket he heard the door¬
bell, and then a minute afterwards a

stumblirg step up thu stairs, a rattle at
the handle, and the young man came itt.
Ho was highly Mushed, his eyes had a

strange glitter ; he seemed to bring in
with him an odor of cigars aud wins.
A keen shiver of repulsion and digust, a
pain like a knife ran through his father's
heart, as be looked at him steadily with
s pale, cold face, os utterly dissimilar
to the other os it is possible for father's
and son's to be. His voice sounded
clear, cutting, and steady as he said :

" Sit down, Clement; I have n gooddeal to say to you."
"Thanks, I'd rather stand," the

other said wilh a reckless laugh, lean¬
ing his e'bow on the mantel-piece snd
looking at Dumaresq with a defiant,
sneering face, lt was champagne that
inspired the recklessness sud the sneer.
An hour or two hence despondency and
self-hatred might take their place.

.' I can't stay long; they are waitingfor me. We've got a supper party on;but I thought Id better come round
sud see what you wanted."

*' It wm \ery kind ofyou," the other
said with a curious little smile. The
tolerance, the kindness he had been
tr) ing to force upon himself had van¬
ished in the long, dreary waiting. He
felt now almost an abhorrence of tba
di-sipated lad. *' And from whom have
you come to honor me so far? "

" From the concert hall io..
street," tbe other retorted, fiercely.
" Where you followed mi, I supp .>_*,
last night."
" Do i ou go there, then, every even¬

ing? And wbst is your attraction in
such sn utterly mean, vulgar and incon¬
ceivably stupid place of amusement?"
" Every one is not like you. I don't

¦oppose you were ever young sud fond
of pleasure."

.. lo that p'easure.* I bag your par-

don; it did not strike me in thst light!
80 you go only for the pleasure you
find (here.tho refined songs, the co«u
t nmes, and general tom-foolery. I should
hardly hsve thought it could be so fsa-
cinsting, even to twenty-two years hu-
msnity. Certainly, if that ia enjoy¬
ment, I never should have found it.
not even when I waa young. So there
is no special attraction ?"

There wss a moment's silence; the
two stared at each other.on the one

ride with looks of cold, averse displea-
sure, on tbe other with tierce, but half-
frightened glances. Clement broke sud¬
denly on the stillness in a hoarse voice,
from wbich all the music seemed 'in¬
parted. " Yes.there is.I'm not go¬
ing to beat about the bush, for I believe
you know. There's a girl thore I'm in
love with.I can't get on without her."

" A young person with frizzled bair,
wbo sings idiotic nonsense!' " his father
raid in s low, iced tone, stroking bis
thin, hollow cheek with s hand that
trembled.

44 Don't provoke me, "the young man
burst out with a sudden blaze of fury.
.' I'm half mad to-night.I can't stand
much."

4,More than baif drunk," his father
rtturned with contempt. '. Let's make
an end of this. You are going to the
bad. or gone; you are throwing away
time, money, talent, opportunity; you
sre going the path tbat ends in perdition.
1 can't stop vou ; I can't help it; I've
done what I could for you.everything.
I bave kept myself straight that you
might have every chance. I've borne
and forborne. What is it you want
now: 'What delirium of folly has got
hold of you?"

441 want money; I must have money."
the boy cried fiercely, the wine (iring
his brain ; the coldness and scorn in
his father's looks and voice helping it to
madden him and make his moods into
a lury almost insane. M Every one says
you hive heaps of it, and I must hive
it."

'. I havo kept myself on the verge
of poverty that you should bave
enough," the other returned bitterly.
.' I cannot give what I have not; and
if I could I would not.to dissipate on
sots aud loose women ! "

Clement started forward with an
oath ; he held up his cano almost as if
he would strike his father, who looked
at bim coolly, without a muscle quiver¬
ing in his fine, white face.

44 You cannot threaten it out of mo,"
he said in a voice unlike his own.

Clement let his arm fall a moment,
and turned half away. As he did so
his glance caught on the Claude over
tho mantelpiece ; he pointed at it with
his stick.

11 1 ou ask where you can get money,"
he said sneeringly. " If you cared to
sa\e me at the expense of your hobby,
there are thousands, they say, locked
up in that picture."
" You think I would sell my Cia ide

for you and your fancy for a low girl: "
Tho words wert scarcely out of hi.s

bps when, in a moment, a thing was

dons that left its it.aik on both their
ii-.es forever.
Clement himself did not realize what

the madness of the drunken impulse of
thc mi-taut had done till he saw that
tie picture.his mother's heirloom .
was forever ruined, thrust through and
through with a madman's frenzy of
destruction.
He stood still as a statue, staring at

his work, white and cold and sobered
with a ghastly shock of shame. As for
his father, he sat motionless, not speak¬
ing, looking silently at the destruction
of tho comfort and hope of his life ; not
the destruction ol' the picture, but tho de¬
struction of something a thousand times
dearer snd moto sarre.. The boy Gem¬
ma had left him.this, too, was a ruin,
like the stabbed canvas. The thrust
seemed to him to have gone through bis
heart as well t Strangely enough,
though, all the contempt, all the dis¬
gust were gono ; only a vast pity snd
and an unavailable ache of forgiveness
remained ; but he could not speak, his
tongue, which hail lighted readily
enough on reproach, was still and dumb
ilefore he could move or say a word,
the room was empty; ('lenient had
turned as if he felt the lush of the Fu¬
ries, and was gone. His father started
after him, called iii vain, tine door
after another slammed, and Dumaresq
was alone, standing stricken under the
ruined picture.the type of tho disaster
and dismay which had come upon bim
in a moment.
"AU that she left mo all that she

left me ! " he groaned out, stretching
his arms abo\e his head with a piteous
appeal to the darkness and silence.
"Was it for this I was born: 0 < lem¬

ma, my Gemma, why did you leave us
to such a life as this:' "

Cll.VITKR IV.
Seven years had gone by somehow.

se vi 11 long, monotonous, desolate years.
Louis Dumaresq had not thought of
making any charge in them, he seemed
incapable of the eilort. He came homo
to the silent rooms every night and sat
as he used to do. Eran the Clauds re¬

mained in its frame, though its beauty
was gone forever, and the holes in it
would have astonished and horrified
any ono, if there had been any to see
it. But Lonis Dumaresq lived a hor-
tmt, and saw no one.
The only etfort he had made beyond

just the necessary routine of his work
was in trying to get a clue to the
whereabouts of bis son. He inquired
everywhere. He advertised; he em¬

ployed detectives; he visited every pos-
Bable acquaintance who might know
something of him , but it was in vain.
Clement Dumaresq had gone under, as

so many young men do.as completely
disappearing as if drowned in Lethe.
Tho only thing his father could dis¬
cover was that at the same time tho girl
"Tillie" had vanished also; the con¬
cert hall knew her no more. He had
made some discoveries about her, and
they had given him a pang of self-re¬
proach. Though she sang st such a

place, and mixed with the most doubt¬
ful company, no one had anything bad
to say of the girl. The manager of the
rooms declared that she was a "good
little thing," kept herself respectable
worked hard, was kind to people, and
would "stand no nonsense." ne was

very sorry to lose her, and had au ilea
she went oil' with the young fellow who
was so clover at the fiddle, and who
called himself Dumas.he thought they
were married and gone abroad, and had
no doubt they would get on if the young
man kept steady, as both were uncom¬

monly clever.
Mr. Dumaresq took back this infor¬

mation, and pondered it in hia way. lie
seemed to see how bis words about this
girl, whom Clencmt loved perhaps truly
and purely, must have enraged him,
half-wild ss be was already on that fa¬
tal night. He well understood why he
had disappeared after what had hap¬
pened. Clement had never believed in
bis father's affection or indulgence ; he
knew his severe idea of right snd wrong,
and his extreme fondness for the poor
Claude. After such a acene Clement
would feel cut otf forever from his
father's sympathy, for he little knew his
heart. Indeed, Dumaresq had hardly
known his own. He would not havs
bel ie \td beforehand how entirely re¬
sentment and anger would have died,
even st the moment of the greatest in¬
jury done him, and that a woman's ten¬
derness and inexhaustible pity would
take possession of it instead. It was as
if the gentle mother bad given him her
ipitu. He put away tha remembrance

of tht Inst pbsso of bis boy's life; bs
dwelt os bis childhood snd growing
}Outb, on his brightness, the dash of
genius in him, bis soft heart and caress¬

ing wsys; the old dog. of which he had
been iond, crept into bis father's heart,
though he bsd never cered for animals;
the old apple-woman to whom Clement
used to give sixpences snd chat with
about " ('ireland " in bis winning way.
wm surprised at tba grave, gray gan-
tleman stopping to talk and giving her
a shilling over and ovsr again. When
he eat alone in thc dim room he recalled
the boyish voice snd lsogh. the music
of tba little old violin, the tune which
he called the " Claude tune," haunted
his ear with a half-soothing persistence.
The story of the son who esme home,
snd of the tether who fell on his neck
and kissed him, lay at his heart.
One day in the beginning of Decem¬

ber, about .'. o'clock, Louis Dumaresq
came home. It wm b Saturday, and he
was earlier than usual. He bsd nothing
to do with bis time, and did not care to

spend it anywhere but in that old room,
where so many hours had wore them¬
selves away. Whenever he opened the
door he could not help, though he tried to
do so sometimes, letting his glances full
on the spoilt picture. It had one gash
through the sparkling water, another
through thc group of dancing girls ; yet
the light still caught it and brought out
tho soft mellowness of the coloring. He
got bis books.ho was a great reader ot
all kinds of curious literature.and,
finding in ono of them s subject which
wss suggestive to him, he got a piece of
piper snd sketched in black and white.
He was rather absorbed in his draw¬

ing, which took shape that pleased him,
and whistled over it very softly, as was

his habit when he was designing. Bod-
denly the low whistle stopped. He
raised his head quickly, and listened
with a curious intensity of tzprotoiOB.
lt was only the distant sound of s

street-musician's liu<ile that he caught.
What made all tbe muscles of his face
quiver as the sir was faintly boruo in
to him f
He started to his feet, ran to tho win¬

dow and threw it open, letting in the
dsmp ard smoky air, and kneeling on

the window-sill, stretched his hoad out,

trying not only to hear but to see. The
tune was distinct now. It was a light
and merry one. but somehow the very
lightness of it made it the more pathetic
in the misty grayness of the London
street, lt was ihe tune which Clement
had made years ago." to fit the pic¬
ture," as he said. Dumaresq's heart
beat audibly to hiin.-eif Sd the notes

weie repeated more distinctly. Ile knuw
in a moment that only one person is the
world could play that tune, and that
the time had come at last for which he
had hungered these weary years.
He left the window, forgetting to shut

it, left ibe room-door open, too. so that
the (.'raft made the lamp on the table
flicker and tiaro. He ran down stairs,
as he had never run since bs was* hoy,
opened the great heavy hall-door, sud
went straight np to tho wandering mu¬

sician. He only saw his boy j he never
cseu noticed that a dark-eyed, curly-
beaded child was holding on to his coat
with both ber hale hands.
''Clement.youse conic home.it

last, my boy " the lather pentad out,
breathless with his haste. .' I'io looked
for you ; wanted you all this white-
come in.como in.out oi this cold
He had one hand in bis, the other

was holding tho violin. Ho clasped the
arm, however, siuce the hand was full.
He drew him toward tho open door be¬
hind them. It was Clement; a mo¬

ment would have satisfied him of this
if he had ever doubted ; but seven years
of want snd folly had wanted hint to s
shadow. Gemma's great eyes, as they
had been in tbe last months of her life,
looked out of his thin, brown, hand¬
some young face, ami if he had needed
any appeal, would have made his lather's
heart yearn os er him.
"But stay, father," the young man

said, drawing back a moment to bring
forward tho little figure half hidden be¬
hind him. " Hore is another come to
a:-k you to take her in."
Dumaresq stooped and lifted her in

his arms without a word. He led the
way, carrying the child, who trembled
a little, but neither ciied nor spoke.
Clement followed him; they went si¬
lently up the bros. 1, dark staircase, si¬
lently entered tho room fi om which the
youngman had rushed seven yearsaj;o.
Dumaresq drew the old-fashioned sofa
close to the lire, stirred it to a blaze,
shut tbe window, ami placed the chill
gently in ono corner. Clement sank on

the other ; be wa- too exhausted in body
for mental emotion ; he only glanced
up once at the ruined picture. The lit¬
tle girl (ailed out with delight at thu
waimlb, and spread out her eager little
bands to it. She wis still shuddering
with the cold and wilh a certain sensi¬
tive timidity which was not exactly
shyness. Dumaresq stood a moment
to look at her as the firelight Hashed
on her small, oval fa- e, and was ro-

tlected in her wonderful dark eyes. He
gave a sort of stilled cry at last.a
hungry cry of delight.
"Clement," he said,"do you know

Do j outee.' She has your mother's
face!"
And kneeling down on the rug before

her, hu took the thin little arms and pm
th' ni round Iii*, neck his gray hair
touched her thick, crisp, dark curls;
he kissed her passionately.
Clement looked at them with t wist¬

ful, melancholy smile, %

"Yes, 1 saw that." he ssid. "I
think that was why I came. I thought
I would give her to you, for I shan't
stay lor.g with her, and her mother's
dead. I felt that I mu.t come home
and tell you."
"Don't tell mo anything yet," the

father said, turning from tbe child with
a gesture as if he would gladly have
(aken his son into his arms, too, only
the long habit of reserve forbade. " i'll
take it all.everything.for granted, at
my rate till you're well. Everything
-hall stop till then."
"I shall never be well," the young

man answered inuilferently; "tad nus
ihat I'm home, and have *een you, I
Jon't mind about that. The child's a

;ood child.I give her to you."
Dumaresq sat down and took her on

dis knee. She leaned ber sleepy heal
.n his breast ; her little hand rooted
ronfidingly on his for tbe first tint.
L'lement leaned bsck ss if hu had c mt
to the end of all strength and poser of
md u rance; not unhappy or in pain,
*,nly worn out. His deep, pathetic eyes
sere fixed on the picture. Ho said, in
i low, dreamy voice "Ah, how often
I've thought of it | The poor Clauds
rou were so fond of; I coublu't foes
rou sgain when I esme to my.elf. it
sss too much ! "
"Clement! " bis father cried iii sn

ingui.-h of reproach. " As if it were
nore to mw than TSS?"
" But, you see, 1 did not know. I

ihonght I had quite done for myself. I
lid not know till now what you were,
other. But something told me to coma
ind bring tha child, I believe. 1 thought
-be would make up for it all; for the
oas of that. 1 call her Claudia."
Dumaresq stretched out the hand

ihat bsd held the child, whose eyes had
-losed on his breast, and took his son's
n o close snd tender grasp. They
ooked st each other Badly, but fondly,
ind the long distrust, the unavailing re-

norie, the folly and the waste wara for¬
gotten in the first touch of souls which
lad never mat before.
So without any formal explanations,

snd with but few words of any kind,
Clamant aad his child were taken to his
father's heart aod home. Each felt tbat
it was not for long, but it wss a peace¬
ful and a gentle pause before the part¬
ing, Clement watched, as dsy after
dey be lost s little of his poor remain¬
ing etrengtb, bow the child grew and
nourished like s hsppily transplanted
flower, snd be saw how abe bad won

ber way at once into the wannest niche
of bia father's heart. She made the
quiet rooms gay with her innocent
laughter; she bsd a thousand pretty,
winning ways and tricks of loving. A
hand-to-mouth struggle for existence
had given her docility and patience;
and (be was born with a sunny, loving
heart. Louis Dumaresq fur-rot the
weary years between at times, ami al¬
most farcitd tbat this was his own lit¬
tle daughter.(iemma's daughter. His
work was light now, for hs bad a pur¬
pose in it. His money went to buy
comforts for Clement; pretty frocks,
toys, trinkets for tho lillie qm- She
never found bira cold or stem ; ho hid
not a word of repression for her ; he
bad nothing but gentle looks and caress¬

ing tones.the proper nourish-.ent for
her sensitive, tender little.coul. It waa
Clement who was quiet aod silent now ;
his days of storm and sunshine were

over; he waited calmly, snd felt only
tired. He had done little with hi--* gift
of genius, but he could scarcely regret
it: he was too languid for regrets.
Oily one last work he had feet him-telf
to do, snd for thal he braced all tint
wa.« left him of energy, and forcad his
weary spirits to his secret task. When
it was done and be put down his brush,
Le .--aid "Now I can rest; there's
nothing lt:ft to do."

That evening Dumaresq found his lit¬
tle Claudia waiting on the landing for
him, Irtmbling with eagerness, which
quivered all through her finely-strung
liane. She seized his hand.
"Oh, I've been listening and waiting

fer you so long I thought you would
never come! There's a surprise for
von in there.father's surprise.and
I've neitr told. I said 1 never would
till it was done. Come, come. Iel me

show it to you ! "
Ile followed ber as ^he pulled him in

with all her little strength, hurrying bis
steps. He looked first, as he alway,
did now, with anxious glances at his
m.ii, who was lying ba'k on the sofa
with his annsclaspod behind his heal.
It gavo bun a pang to f-ce how every day
left him whiter, thinner, more brilliant-
eyed, lhere were surely te irs, tm,
behind the drooping lils. Hut Claudia
drew his attention aw av. .' Look up,"
she cried. " oicr there. Not at father ;
the surprise in there " Ami her little
lipper pointed above the mantelpiece
where the Claiuio hal bung, whore the-
frame still hung, but ineloaing no long¬
er ihe spoilt landscape with its wracked
beauty, 'ibe Drams held now a little
wiftfu] face surrounded by a maia ol
.uris, an oval face with soft, deep, ten¬

der eyes, amt a half-open, half-smiling
mouth.

'. l lenient! " his t'stiier said, ami no
more ; hi.- voice choked, and bo put hil
hand o\or his eves. Claudia pulled at

tbe t iber, tri mg in disappointed tones
¦.Don't you like it.' Arsa'tyou

pleased? lt's tue. your little CUuJia.
I've kept tl.e secret to surprise you.
I'alher's painted mc a little ever, day,
ami I'rs sal io Stiff, Don't you liko me
there, mr-teed of the poor, pretty picture
lather spoilt whoa be wa. na___ty, ami
bc was so sorry about.' Don't you like
it, grandfathert"
He stooped and kissed her.
"ies, yes. my little Claudia; -ii

much I can mat talk about it. Il is the
Sweetest picture in tho world."
Hu left the child, who turned well

pleased to her doll, and sat down be¬
side Clement, putting bis arni haif way
round his shoulders, thus half em¬

bracing him.
" 1 could not bear to sec it always

like that," the son whispered ; " it was
too hateful a reminder, 1 thought, I
fancied, if I could put her there instead,
you would be pleased. Claudia in>tea 1
of Claude," he added, with s curious
little smile. -4 Will il do instead,
lather - '"

" (-od bless you, boy ! \ ou'vo ma ie
me \ery happy, ami bettor divs are

coming.you can paint BtilL ^ ou'll
make a man yet."
He did not *ee the silent shake of the

bead. Clement said nothing; but he
knew that the shadow was dospasing ;
that his brush was laid down forever
that the rest ho wanted wai cloie at
hand.
" I have made it all up," bs Hld to

himself with weary sati-fsctiou: "I
Itave him Claudia."
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